Digitized  by  the  Internet  Arciiive 

in  2012  with  funding  from 

LYRASIS  IVIembers  and  Sloan  Foundation 


http://archive.org/details/arsenalcannonjan108unse 


3n  JflSemoriam 

Within  these  pages  lie 
the  remains  of  some 
once  live  material. 

Died  a  lingering  death 
during  the  coal  shortage 
of  January  iqi8. 

Sincerely  mourned  by 
the  Editor-in-Chief  and 
the  Staff. 

Clest  3n  Peace 


Cfje  Potuber  jfllSaga^me 
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The  ferns  that  cluster  at  its  feet         '  •    • 

Are  glossy-green  and  lilac-sweet, 

And  through  the  purple,  misty,  blurr, 
Above  the  nodding  lavendar. 

Half  hidden,  peers  a  chimney-top, 
To  make  the  passing  dreamer  stop 

And  change  it  for  a  poet's  hour 

To  a  haunted  house,  a  castle  tower — 

Or  anything  his  fancy's  seen. 
For  the  lilac-fringed  old  Magazine 

With  its  green  so  cool,  and  fresh  and  wet 
And  its  hidden  heart  of  violet, 

And  the  hollow  where  the  ghost  wdnds  blow, 
Was  made  for  dreams,  for  songs  sung  low. 

Helen  Newman. 
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AGGIES   BEGIN    FARM   TRAINING. 

Bob  and  Tom,  our  two  old  Cami)us  faithfuls  have  been  pro- 
moted. The}^  now  adorn  the  teaching  statt  of  the  Ag-ricultural  De- 
partment. These  new  members  have  had  a  vast  experience  along- 
such  lines.  For  instance,  they  are  graduated  in  hauling  cinders, 
chairs  and  "sich."  It  is  no  more  than  right  that  they  should  help 
the  good  cause  along,  for  just  now  a  new  class  is  being  organized 
for  Manual,  Shortridge,  and  Technical  boys.  This  class  meets  from 
two  to  live  twice  a  week.  Members  of  this  group  are  planning  to 
do  their  patriotic  bit  by  working  on  neighboring  farms  this  com- 
ing spring.  Their  initial  wages  are  to  be  agreed  upon  in  the  con- 
ference with  the  Better  Farming  Association  of  Marion  County. 

The  course  takes  up  the  Mechanics  of  Agriculture  w^hich  con- 
sists of  the  care  and  management  of  horses,  including  feeding, 
grooming,  harnessing  and  driving ;  the  care  of  other  domestic  farm 
animals,  including  feeding  and  milking  of  cows,  feeding  and  caring 
for  hogs,  poultry  and  the  like  ;  gasoline  power  in  its  relation  to  farm 
operations;  novelties  of  country  life  and  the  adjustments  necessary 
to  make  such  employment  successful  to  a  city  boy. 

Hours  will  be  arranged  so  the  afternoons  are  free  either  to  pur- 
sue the  training  course  or  to  complete  otherwise  unfinished  work 
in  other  subjects.  No  credits  are  given  for  preliminary  training. 
However  two  credits  may  be  given  for  the  two  calendar  months 
work  during  the  summer  provided  the  pupil  receive  the  approval 
of  Mr.  Hoffman. 

The  students  will  not  receive  credit  for  their  regular  studies 
unless  these  are  completed  before  May  the  first.  A  plan  is  under 
way  by  which  this  work  may  be  made  up  in  advance.  So  the  ener- 
getic student  who  plans  ahead  may  get  his  regular  credits  and  two 
extra  ones,  besides  helping  Uncle  Sam  win  the  war. 

'     ,  o  <s>  <3>  o  o  <3> 

'AVell,  Arthur,  are  you  through  crying  now?"  asked  the 
teacher. 

"No  Fm  not  through,  Fm  just  resting." 

In  a  harmony  class,  Miss  Kaltz  remarked,  'Tn  the  Hebrew 
language  day  is  indefinite." 

Miss  Harter  anxiously  :  Raymond  come  in  the  library,  quick 
there's  a  murder  in  here! 

Roy  Woods :  What  makes  you  think  that? 

Miss  Harter:  A  boy  came  in  and  said  he  wanted  the  life  of 
Ben  Jonson. 
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LATIN   AS   A  LIVING  LANGUAGE. 

Dead !  I  should  say  not !  You  may  say  it  is  dead  if  you  wish ; 
but  if  you  could  only  visit  that  Latin  III  class  the  third  period  in 
Room  54  you  would  soon  awake  from  this  misleading  nightmare. 
If  Latin  is  a  dead  language,  why  has  it  lived  all  these  years  be- 
tween Caesar  and  our  time?  It  has  braved  all  rebuffs  of  the  people 
who  say  ill  things  about  it,  yet  more  students  in  T.  H.  S.  study  it 
than  any  other  foreign  language. 

Of  course  it  is  hard.  One  must  have  hard  things  in  life.  But 
you  can  master  it.  Did  Caesar,  before  conquering  the  Gauls,  set 
down  and  say  ''It's  hard,  I  can't  do  it?"  No — I  guess  not!  Did 
General  Byng,  when  he  recently  won  over  the  Germans,  say  "It's 
hard,  I  can't  do  it?"  No!  Therefore,  you  who  wish  to  be  like  these 
two  men,  do  not  when  you  look  at  Latin  repeat  the  well-worn  sen- 
tence— ^'Tt's  hard,  I  can't  do  it."  Go  after  it ;  study  and  Latin  will 
cease  to  be  dead.  Margaret  Colegrove,  English  III. 

A  BUNCH  OF  BLUES. 

(By  Tech's  Orchestra.) 

Talk  about  ''Tech  Spirit" — well  if  you  wish  to  see  it  exhibited 
in  fullest  measure  come  to  Room  65  on  rehearsal  days.  These  long 
suft'ering  musicians  go  "Over  the  Top," — that  is  they  perch  them- 
selves on  the  top  of  the  desks.  With  curved  backs,  sunken  chests 
and  dangling  feet  they  manipulate  their  instruments.  It  takes  a 
world  of  school  loyalty  to  endure  what  they  have  this  term.  They 
were  driven  out  of  the  gym,  then  they  retreated  to  the  new  lunch 
room.  After  they  were  finally  settled,  they  began  to  play 
"Humoresque."  Their  music  was  soon  overwhelmed  by  the  noise 
of  clinking  glass,  the  rumbling  of  passing  lunch  wagons,  and  the 
incessant  slamming  of  the  kitchen  doors.  That  was  not  all — for 
there  was  sweeping  going  on,  and  the  dust  at  times  was  as  dense 
as  Japanese  snuff.  Now  the  long  suffering  orchestra  is  in  Room  65. 

Nevertheless,  despite  these  handicaps,  they  prepared  a  pro- 
gram for  the  class  play,  and  hope  the  seniors  appreciated  their  ef- 
forts. 

oooooo 

AND  STILL  MORE— 

The  equipment  of  the  Indianapolis  Motor  School,  which  was 
closed  in  December,  has  been  purchased  by  the  Board  of  School 
Commissionrs  for  the  Automobile  Construction  Department. 

This  equipment  includes  thirteen  engines,  one  twelve  cylinder 
for  experimental  purposes,  one  lead  burning  torch  and  tank,  one 
bearing  stand  with  shafts  and  rods,  two  rear  axles,  one  Bosch  high 
tension  magneto,  three  steering  columns,  a  Stromberg  carbeurator, 
two  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  of  channel  steel,  one  Atwater  Kent 
ignition  system,  one  Remy  sectional  magneto  and  so  forth  ad  in- 
finitum. 

The  shops  are  also  to  be  equipped  with  Pyrene  fire  extinguish- 
ers as  a  safety  factor. 

This  equipment  will  make  our  Auto  Construction  Department 
one  of  the  finest  in  the  city.  J.  R.  D. 
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TECH'S  ORPHANS. 

French  Orphans !  Throughout  the  country  the  call  has  long 
since  been  sounded.  Tech  has  never  been  a  slacker,  so  on  hearing 
the  worthy  call  its  students  decided  on  the  right  course.  Patiently, 
cheerfully  (or  whatever  you  will)  they  have  been  doing  without 
candy,  ice-cream,  and  chewing-gum  in  order  to  add  a  few  more 
pennies  to  this  worthy  fund,  and  these  pennies  have  silently  and 
suddenly  become  dollars ! 

The  roll  rooms  in  the  Annex  have  raised  over  one  hundred  and 
thirty  dollars  for  the  support  of  their  two  orphans.  The  Annex 
leads  all  the  other  buildings  in  the  patriotic  step.  How  the  teachers 
and  scholars  schemed  and  conspired  to  raise  the  funds  is  a  story  all 
by  itelf  and  certainly  worthy  of  praise. 

The  Barn  has  taken  a  nine-year-old  orphan  Camille  Kerminise, 
and  have  almost  completed  their  fund  of  one  hundred  dollars. 

Room  20  all  by  itself  has  adopted  an  adorable  boy,  Charles 
Glaive,  and  the  pupils  are  energetically  saving  tin-foil,  and  observ- 
ing Thursday  as  candy-less  day  in  order  to  reach  the  necessary 
amount.  This  is  another  instance  of  which  Tech  may  be  proud. 
Half  the  battle  belongs  to  Miss  Harter,  who  never  says  "stop." 

Different  schemes  have  been  used  in  the  various  buildings  to 
show  the  progress.  In  the  Annex  thermometers  on  the  blackboards 
testify  the  amount.  A  student  may  often  be  seen  rushing  from  his 
room  to  the  one  next  door  to  see  if  his  room  is  still  ahead. 

If  these  little  m,ites  could  tell  the  stories  of  thir  hardships  and 
privations  it  would  move  the  stoutest  heart.  But  the  worthiness  of 
their  cause  has  certainly  been  proven  by  the  various  wide  response 
of  which  Tech  has  had  her  full  share.  We  are  paying  back  our  debt 
to  France,  as  we  should,  with  interest.  ■    . 

000000 


FLING  OUT  THE  FLAG. 

Fling  out  the  flag, 
The  bonny  flag, 

The  flag  of  our  land  so  free ; 
AA^ith  its  crimson  red 
For  the  blood  that  was  shed, 

The  flag  for  you  and  for  me. 

Fling  out  the  flag, 
The  dearest  fl'ag, 

Let  it  wave  o'er  land  and  sea ; 
With  its  purest  white 
For  the  heroes  who  fight. 

The  flag  for  you  and  for  me. 

Fling  out  the  flag, 

The  proudest  flag,  ^ 

Unfurl  it  o'er  plain  and  lea  ; 
With  its  deepest  blue 
For  our  hearts  so  true, 

Ihe  flag  for  you  and  for  me. 

Dale  Sommers,  English  VI. 


^ 


AN  ANNEX  ORPHAN 


ANp  another: 


WHERE  TECH  5TAKTL[7 


IN  THE  SFRING- 


ALONe   P0GUE5    OCEAN 


START  OF  THE  HUHOKi  UOItH 


.   ItET    WALK 


A30UrC£-0F  JOY 


JUST     THE  ANNEX 


RU53CLL   KIR5MMAM 


aiZADCTH  VIAL 

DtCRCTAK  Y 


J05!:PI1lfVt  LAPHAM 

Vict-  Pf?£.5ll7£:riT 


RALPM  RCIPY 


CHARLL5  BRAHPT 

StRCtANT  AT  ARMS 


NOBLLC  BUTLCK 


\^ 


^1'],- 


HAZEL   PAWE5  ERNE5T   F!ELC?5 


pi  mj 

,v\^\^^  LOt5   HANKS  ^'^t^- 


CRtSTCR  MILLLR  POROThY  ORR 


^ 


6TAN1CN  PriiLLir:)  MARGlirKITL  PAR50M5  RAYMOtlPPmCr 


ROY  KU in 


CtiARLLD  OlPt  tPflA  50nMLftLP 


cmRuD  .)niTH  muRia  TuTTLC  earl  trauthan 


MARIE    THALE.  LtOmftX?  WtB3T£:K  VIVIAN  WL55TtfC 


THE  ARSENAL  CANNON  13 


Clasis;  tisJtorp  ==  January  1918 

Two  years  ago,  the  members  of  this  graduating  class  first  en- 
tered Technical  High  School.  It  was  a  cold,  snowy  day  in 
February,  and  the  campus  was  covered  deep  with  snow,  w^hich  hid 
most  of  its  beauty  from  view.  On  arriving  at  the  Arsenal  Building, 
we  climbed  up  the  old  tower  stairs  to  the  third  floor.  There  a 
teacher  directed  us  to  our  different  roll  rooms.  We  received  our 
study  slips  in  silence  and  started  out  to  find  our  different  class 
rooms,  which  at  that  time  (exclusive  of  the  shop  buildings)  num- 
bered sixteen  in  all.  In  this  way  we  entered  upon  our  first  term  in 
high  school. 

During  the  first  few  weeks  nothing  of  importance  happened 
save  for  our  getting  acquainted  with  our  fellow  students  and  re- 
ceiving occasional  advice  from  the  upperclassmen  as  to  the  proper 
way  we  freshmen  should  conduct  ourselves.  The  first  w^as  easy  to  do, 
as  there  were  only  six  hundred  students  in  Tech  at  that  time,  and 
we  were  able  to  know  each  other  better  than  w^e  do  now\  The  win- 
ter quickly  passed,  and  spring  came.  With  the  coming  of  spring,  all 
the  beauties  of  the  campus  were  revealed.  Our  love  for  Technical 
and  our  loyalty  to  it  increased  each  day.  We  liked  the  free  spirit  of 
the  school,  the  friendliness  of  each  student  toward  the  others,  and 
the  willingness  of  the  students  in  making  the  best  of  what  they  had. 

At  the  close  of  the  term,  after  the  tests  and  examinations, 
came  our  first  final  reports,  which  seemed  to  worry  everyone  con- 
cerned, since  no  one  was  certain  what  his  card  would  contain.  Then 
w^e  left  the  school  for  our  summer  vacation;  but  Technical,  in  our 
minds,  w^as  not  the  same  school  that  it  had  seemed  to  be  when  we 
first  came.  It  had  changed  from  the  lonely,  cheerless  school  as  we 
first  saw  it,  to  the  finest  school  that  we  had  ever  known. 

The  summer  soon  passed  and,  with  the  coming  of  September, 
we  returned  to  school.  The  Arsenal  grounds  w^ere  just  as  beautiful 
as  they  had  been  the  preceding  June,  but  the  school  was  changed, 
due  to  the  entrance  of  the  freshmen  and  several  new  teachers. 
Room  w^as  made  in  the  Arsenal  Building,  but  this  crowded  the  roll- 
rooms  to  their  fullest  capacity.  During  this  term,  double  fireproof 
stairways  were  built  on  the  north  side  of  the  Arsenal  Building,  mak- 
ing the  passing  from  class  to  class  much  more  convenient  for  us. 
The  third  semester  saw  the  Barracks  put  into  use.  This  accommo- 
dated the  students  for  a  while,  until  finall}^  the  number  of  incoming 
freshmen  made  necessary  the  using  of  the  East  Residence  and  the 
remodeling  of  the  Barn. 

Up  to  this  time  the  School  Board  had  been  awaiting  the  Su- 
preme Court's  decision  before  making  any  permanent  improve- 
ments. Because  of  such  delay,  only  temporary  arrangements  had 
been  made.  During  the  time  that  we  were  awaiting  the  decision 
by  the  Supreme  Court,  we  had  many  hardships  to  endure  and  con- 
tend with.  The  rooms  were  temporary  and  w-ere  only  partitioned 
off  by  thin  walls ;  so  m>any  noises  were  easily  heard  through  them. 
Our  system  of  bells  was  at  first  in  bad  condition.     We  were  com- 
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pelled  to  eat  in  crowded  lunch  rooms  and  our  classes  ran  on  half- 
periods  part  of  the  time. 

But,  queer  as  it  may  seem  to  be,  these  many  hardships,  with 
the  uncertainty  of  possession,  only  served  to  deepen  our  \oyalty  to 
the  echool.  We  were  conscious  each  day  of  hov/  much  we  loved  it, 
because  we  knew  that  at  any  day,  we  w^ere  liable  to  lose  the  Arsenal 
Grounds.  We  felt  that  we  could  never  give  up  the  school.  All  these 
hardships  were  nothing  compard  with  losing  the  Arsenal  Grounds. 
But  the  suspense  was  lifted  in  May,  1916,  when  the  Supreme  Court 
granted  the  long  delayed  decision  wdiich  gave  all  of  the  seventy  six 
acres  of  the  Atsenal  Grounds  to  the  School  Board  to  be  used  for 
educational  purposes. 

On  coming  back  to  school  in  September,  we  found  that  the 
Annex,  our  first  permaiient  building,  with  all  im]jrovements,  had 
been  erected.  This  amply  provided  for  ours  and  the  freshmen's  need 
for  room.  The  following  term,  our  present  Auditorium  and  Lunch 
Room  was  opened. 

We  have  now  traced  the  history  of  this  class  from  its  begin- 
ning four  years  ago  to  the  present  time.  In  order  that  the  fifty- 
eight  members  of  this  class  might  graduate,  not  as  individuals  but 
as  a  class,  it  was  necessary  that  we  organize.  Our  first  meeting  for 
this  purpose,  was  held  on  the  twenty-eighth  day  of  last  May.  All 
seniors  who  expected  to  have  thirty-tw^o  credits  by  the  end  of  the 
semester  w^ere  eligible  to  attend  and  vote  at  this  meeting.  Houston 
Meyer,  the  president  of  the  June  1917  class,  presided  until  our 
president,  Russel  Kirshman,  was  elected.  The  other  officers  elected 
by  the  class  were :  Vice-president,  Josephine  Lapham  ;  Secretary, 
Elizabeth  Vial ;  and  Treasurer,  Marshall  Kimmick.  At  another  meet- 
ing we  chose  our  class  colors,  flame  and  white.  As  our  class  flower, 
we  selected  the  sunburst  tea  rose.  This  ended  the  activities  of  the 
class  until  the  following  September. 

Our  first  meeting  this  semester  was  held  on  September  the 
twenty-third,  its  purpose  being  to  elect  a  new  treasurer.  Ralph 
Reidy  was  elected  to  that  office.  Miss  Farman,  dramatic  director, 
was  introduced,  and  Mr.  Mills  was  named  as  sponsor  of  the  class. 
The  selection  of  our  pins  and  rings,  pictures,  class  play  and  our 
class  day  program  was  left  to  the  care  of  the  difl^erent  committees 
appointed  by  the  president. 

The  class  play,  ''Charley's  Aunt,"  a  humorous  story  of  English 
life  was  given  at  the  Masonic  Temple  on  the  eighteenth  of 
January,  with  Leonard  Webster,  Paul  Mofl^ett  and  Lola  Miller  in 
the  leading  roles.  The  class  owes  much  of  its  dramatic  success  to 
Miss  Farman. 

And  now,  that  our  work  in  Technical  High  School  is  com- 
pleted, we  are  to  go  in  many  directions,  to  take  up  our  different 
careers  in  life.  Our  history  as  a  class  is  ended. 

Ernest  Fields,    Class  Historian. 

Leonard  Webster,  after  senior  meeting:  The  only  trouble  with 
my  speech  is  that  I  didn't  know  when  to  stop. 

Harold  McCord :  It's  worse  than  that.  The  trouble  is  you 
didn't  know  when  not  to  begin.  .     ,  i  .iL. 


THE  ARSENAL  15 

Propf)es;p  of  January  1918  Ctoss 

To  be  back  from  France  and  to  hear  something  besides  the 
constant  whiz  of  the  shells,  the  fear  of  being  over-taken  by  the 
flying  Dutchmen  and  always  planning  for  further  advances,  cer- 
tainly is  worth  the  reward  of  meeting  so  many  of  the  members  of 
the  January  'i8  class  of  Technical  High  School. 

After  getting  instructions  from  Washington,  w4th  a  month's 
leave  of  absence  to  tour  the  United  States  giving  lectures  on 
''Life  at  the  Front,"  I  learned  that  the  two  vacant  seats  near 
Miss  Rankin  in  the  House  of  Represntatives,  were  filled  by  Miss 
Josephine  Lapham  of  Mississippi,  and  Miss  Edna  Jefferson  of 
Missouri.  After  the  sesion,  we  had  a  very  lengthy  visit  and  they 
were  very  much  surprised  to  learn  that  Katie  Breedlove  was  last 
seen  driving  an  ambulance  to  Berlin,  and  that  Elizabth  Vial,  after 
many  unsuccessful  attempts  to  master  voice  culture  had  donned  the 
Red  Cross  Nurse  attire,  as  had  Gladys  McNinch.  Marguerite 
Bladen  was  teaching  French  to  an  ardent  group  of  German  kinder. 

The  Thale  Kindergarten  has  grown  so  rapidly  that  Marie  has 
changed  her  headquarters  from  America  to  France. 

Oris  Cunningham  has  been  working  hard  on  patriotic  detective 
work,  with  the  result  that  the  Kaiser's  Propaganda  may  be 
solved  by  finding  the  answer  to  U-53 — a.22,- — 496. 

We  have  been  hearing  much  of  Leavenworth  these  days  but 
the  newspapers  have  failed  to  announce  the  appointment  of  Fred 
Finehout  as  Warden. 

Five  years  of  business  and  partnership  has  done  wonders  for 
Brown,  Class  &  Fields,  great  attorneys  for  the  negative.  Miss  Mil- 
dred Hoffman  has  been  appointed  private  secretary  for  this  com- 
pany. 

On  my  trip  to  New  York,  I  met  Mme.  Veeviana  Webstr,  the 
noted  Hoosier  soprano,  starting  on  her  13th  tour  through  the  South 
under  the  supervision  of  the  Robert  Lowe  Grand  Opera  Co. 

Elmer  Huberuske,  our  classmate  Elmer  Huber,  having  as- 
sumed this  name  after  completing  his  course  of  study  under 
Paderewski,  has  just  signed  a  contract  to  play  for  the  Mutual 
Movie  Concern.  Thereby  the  public  will  appreciate  his  wonderful 
touch. 

Mary  Chambers  and  Baker  Hindman  are  appearing  at  the 
Strand  in  New  York  this  week,  in  a  new  comedy  entitled  "Tender- 
foot," wth  Charles  Brandt  as  the  hero. 

Stanton  Phihps  is  touring  the  country  giving  stump  speeches 
on  ''Why  I  Succeed." 

While  stopping  in  a  Fifth  Avenue  Movie  Theatre,  I  was  start- 
led to  see  Roy  Ruth  taking  the  part  of  the  villain  and  Hazel  Danes 
as  leading  lady. 

Stewart  Maxwell  has  "done  well."  He  married  a  wealthy 
Brazilian  widow  and  drives  not  his  famous  car,  but  a  wonderful 
Loconiobile. 

In  the  new  addition  of  the  Wall  Street  Journal,  Cowgill  & 
Trautman  is  listed  as  a  new  Fish  Lidustry  with  Mildred  Gahr  as 
secretarv. 
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A  new  washing-power,  The  Berryman  Dustless  Twins,  is 
being  sold  throughout  the  country.  It  is  noted  for  leaving  a  Golden 
cast. 

Our  famous  artist,  Mildred  McKenzie,  whose  studio  is  in  the 
Arsenal  Building,  Indianapols,  Suite  (sweet)  23,  has  posing  for  her 
latest  pictures,  Russell  Kirshman  as  "King  of  the  Beasts,"  Leonard 
Webster  as  "Innocence,"  Marguerite  Hurley  as  "VVilhelm's  Jest- 
er," and  Maurice  Tuttle  as  "The  Book-worm." 

The  latest  musical  hit  in  Kokomo  is  Mr.  Ping  Pong,  named  for 
the  noted  composer,  Raymond  Ping. 

An  interesting  occupation  is  Harold  McCord's.  He  has  now 
a  very  prominent  position  of  training  the  voices  of  the  noted  Frog 
Chorus,  "On  the  Banks  of  the  Wabash,"  "Far  y\way." 

Grester  Miller  is  entering  his  first  year  as  a  member  of  the 
faculty,  as  a  Professor  in  Latin  at  Indiana  University. 

Miss  Meunier's  School  of  Fine  Arts  at  Greenfield  is  a  wonder- 
ful institute  where  Gracefulness  is  the  popular  subject.  Her  First 
Assistant  is  Miss  Bessie  Mayer,  who  can  not  be  excelled  in  this 
subject. 

"How  to  Wash  Dishes,"  by  KirkhofT,  Kalb  &  Company,  a 
book  every  housekeeper  should  have  is  being  peddled  from  door 
to  door  in  this  city.  Miss  Lola  Miller  won  the  prize  of  the  swiftest 
peddler,  making  twenty  calls  a  day  with  two  results. 

Hush  !  what  was  that  noise  inside  of  the  Metropolitan  School 
of  Music?  Only  the  Pupils  of  Professors  Bernloehr  and  Langdon 
giving  a  recital. 

Having  once  been  tricked  into  a  terrible  matrimonial  conspir- 
acy, Gerald  McShane  has  attempted  it  again  and  has  finally  suc- 
ceeded as  I  was  informed  by  Charles  Sipe,  the  most  renowned 
dealer  in  diamonds  in  the  middle  West. 

While  on  a  tramp  through  the  woods  in  Michigan,  we  came 
across  a  small  hut  which  we  entered  after  having  no  response  to 
our  knock  only  to  find  Pat  Reidy  counting  the  shining  coins  which 
he  had  so  earnestly  horded. 

Marguerite  Parsons,  Edna  Sonnefield  and  Esther  Kirby,  better 
known  as  the  Imitation  Trio,  has  sung  its  way  to  Kalamazoo. 

Passing  through  Marshall  Field  8z  Company's  Store,  we  met 
Mr.  Charles  Smith,  who  w^as  introducing  the  latest  fashions  in 
Hart  Shafifner  &  Marx  Clothes. 

Very  efficient  Theatrical  Advertising  Managers  of  the  day  are 
Messrs.  Lorber  &  Meyers.  Their  business  is  growing  rapidly,  due 
to  the  fact  that  Paul  Moft'ett  has  charge  of  the  greater  part  of  the 
business. 

Lewis  Horton  was  lately  elected  president  of  the  Red  Rose 
Facial  Cream  Company  of  Chicago. 

Fred  Griggs,  president  of  the  "Aggies  Win  the  War,"  has  an 
extensive  farm  of  200  acres  in  Iowa,  thus  helping  the  Allies  to  win. 

Miss  Birdie  Branham  is  situated  as  head  of  the  Manicure  De- 
partment in  the  Grand  Cannon  Beauty  Parlor  at  Denver  Colorado. 
Dorothy  has  cast  her  Orr  about  until  she  has  now  reached  the 
height  of  Pike's  Peak  where  she  and  Eva  Heise  have  established  a 
very  comfortable  resort  for  travelers.  ^ 
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Nothing  in  a  name?  But  here  is  Noble  Butler  who  has  sud- 
denly fallen  heir  to  his  great-grandfather's  estate,  therefore,  he  will 
buy  no  more  suits  with  brass  buttons  as  decoration. 

Upon  reaching  the  West,  I  received  notice  from  \\^ashington 
to  fly  at  once  to  the  battle  grounds  in  Italy,  and  again  left  my  class- 
mates to  continue  their  interesting  careers. 

Lois  Hanks. 

O  <$>  <3><3><3><3> 

(Melody,  Illinois) 
,  In  this    his  dear  old  school  of  knowledge  - 

Technical !  Technical !  ; 

We  the  seniors  gladly  'semble. 

Technical !  Technical ! 
For  one  cheer  before  we  go 
For  the  school  that  we  love  so ; 
.    \  Let  our  hearts  unite  in  chorus 

Technical !  Technical ! 
Let  our  hearts  unite  in  chorus 
Technical. 

Four  long  years  we've  gladly  labored 

Here  at  Tech !  Here  at  Tech  ! 

Striving  on  with  high  ambitions 
•  Here  at  Tech  !  Here  at  Tech  ! 

Now  our  school  work  all  is  done 
'\^-'  And  our  goal  is  fairly  won; 

And  we  rise  for  higher  standards. 

Here  at  Tech !  Here  at  Tech  ! 

And  we  rise  for  higher  standards, 
Here  at  Tech ! 

Good  school  spirit  reigns  with  seniors 

Technical !  Technical ! 
But  January  Eighteen's  lead  them, 

Technical !  Technical ! 
So  let  us  join  to  raise  the  chorus 
With  the  farewell  song  so  dear, 
Praise  to  thee,  our  Alma  Mater. 

Technical !  Technical !    . 
Praise  to  thee  our  Alma  Mater, 

Technical. 


Wide  before  us  is  the  Gateway, 

Technical !  Technical ! 
Where  Ambition  stands  to  aid  us  ; 

Technical !  Technical ! 
We  will  think  in  days  hereafter 
Of  the  happy  hour  sat  school  ; 
Fondest  memories  always  with  us. 

Technical !  Technical ! 
Fondest  memories  always  with  us. 

Technical. 
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"CHARLEY'S   AUNT"   A   SENIOR  TRIUMPH. 

''It  was  great!"  Everyone,  from  the  past  grads  who  had  seen 
other  senior  plays,  to  the  Shortridge  girl  who  secretly  looked  up 
''Jack's"  real  name  on  her  program,  and  made  a  mental  note  of  it, 
said  it  was  the  best  senior  play  ever  staged.  After  many  discon- 
certng  delays,  "Charley's  Aunt"  was  given  on  Thursday  evening, 
January  31,  at  the  Masonic  Temple,  before  an  audience  of  approxi- 
mately one  thousand. 

Paul  Moffet,  as  Jack,  was  as  perfectly  at  ease  over  the  foot- 
lights as  he  would  have  been  talking  to  a  certain  blonde  in  the  hall 
of  the  Arsenal.  Charley,  as  portrayed  by  Russell  Kirshman,  was  a 
typical  college  boy.  The  part  of  Kitty  and  Amy,  the  "innocent 
cause"  of  the  whole  affair,  were  excellently  given  by  Lola  Miller 
and  Elizabeth  Vial  Lewis  Horton,  as  Brasset,  Jack's  Valet  drew  a 
shout  of  laughter  every  time  his  coat  tails  and  pompous  bearing 
father  gave  a  true-to-life  picture  of  a  very  chivalrous  old  gentleman, 
appeared  on  the  scene.  Stewart  Maxwell,  as  Col.  Chesney,  Jack's 
Col.  Pettigue  (Gerald  McShane)  fumed  and  stormed  like  a 
choleric,  old  millionaire.  The  character  was  a  difficult  one  to  take, 
and  it  was  handled  in  a  way  which  earned  for  it  much  enthusiasm 
from  the  audience.  Vivian  Webster,  in  one  of  the  leading  roles 
that  of  Donna  Lucia  D'Alva  Dorez,  gave  a  splendid  interpretation 
of  the  character  of  the  real  Charley's  Aunt.  Katie  Breedlove,  as 
Ella,  won  other  hearts  beside  Babs' — Babs,  the  happy-go-lucky 
college  boy  changed  in  a  moment  to  an  eccentric,  beruffied,  ar- 
rogant old  lady !  The  audience  rocked  with  glee  at  each  new  tangle 
that  tripped  the  persecuted  "Charley's  Aunt."  Leonard  Webster,  as 
Babs,  was  undoubtedly  the  "heroine"  of  the  play. 

The  intermissions  were  filled  with  a  number  of  beautiful  selec- 
tions by  the  orchestra,  led  by  Miss  Kaltz.     Fifty  members  of  the 
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Girls'  Glee  Club  sang,  and  this,  with  a  cornet  duet  by  Telsie  Mad- 
den and  Ted  Campbell,  a  violin  solo  by  Eva  Moldthan  and  a  selec- 
tion on  Mandolin  and  Ukeleles  by  Eber  Grubb,  Guilford  Warren 
and  Myron  Hull  completed  the  musical  program. 

The  careful  work  of  the  stage  hands  made  it  possible  to  pro- 
duce the  play  without  one  blunder  to  spoil  its  success. 

The  senior  play  was  a  masterpiece,  and  everyone  who  has 
laughed  with  the  cast,  thanks  them  for  letting  him  know  ''Charley's 
Aunt." 

<3> -^  <3><3>  O  O 

Win  of  January  1918  Clasps; 

I,  Philip  Brown,  being  of  unusually  unsound  mind,  and  entrust- 
ed therefore  with  the  task  by  my  fellow  classmen,  do  hereby  make 
and  publish  the  last  will  and  testament  of  the  January,  'i8  class. 
To  me  personally  appeared  the  m.embers  of  said  class,  each  dispos- 
ing of  his  or  her  property  as  follows  : 

To  Earl  Perkins,  Fred  Coverston,  Bob  Brewington,  Curly  Ash, 
George  Dickson,  Rudolf  Kautzky  and  a  dozen  other  aspirants  for 
the  Presidential  honors  in  the  June,  'i8  class,  Russell  Kirschman 
bequeathes  the  deep  knowledge  of  Parliamentary  law,  the  dignified 
presence  and  influence  he  has  acquired,  and  the  agonies  of  responsi- 
bilities he  has  endured  during  the  past  six  months  in  engineering  all 
meetings  that  never  met,  appointing  committees  that  never  com- 
mitted anything,  and  selecting  for  the  class  all  photographers  and 
lexicographers. 

To  all  those  unfortunates  now  staggering  along  under  their 
load  of  C's  and  D's,  Josephine  Lapham  generously  wills  a  large  col- 
lection of  second-hand  A-|-'s  that  she  doesn't  need  any  longer. 
Josephine  has  also  an  overstock  of  popularity  w^ith  the  Faculty, 
which  she  is  anxious  to  get  rid  of.  This  she  leaves  to  be  divided 
equally  among  Hugo  Fischer,  Noble  Ropkey  and  William  Delaney. 
She  says  that  if  William  will  take  the  Faculty  joy-riding  in  his 
Peugeot,  it  will  immediately  make  him  solid. 

Roy  Langdon  bequeathes  his  famous  ''Studies  in  Harmony"  to 
Mr.  Cox  and  Harry  Woodsmall,  and  recommends  that  they  practise 
these  exercises  several  times  a  week.  Ted  McCord,  champion 
Feeder  of  the  January  class,  leaves  to  Louis  Lay  his  entire  library, 
consisting  of  one  copy  of  "Eat  and  Grow  Thin,"  illustrated  with 
photographs  of  the  lunch-room,  and  one  copy  of  "Live  and  Laugh," 
by  D.  Fairbanks, 

Charlie  Brant  wills  the  close  shave  by  which  he  gets  through 
Tech  to  Oscar  Ries.  He  says  that  Oscar's  mustache  seems  to  de- 
mand something  of  the  sort. 

To  Elizabeth  Dill  and  Euphemia  Howard,  the  Berryman  sis- 
ters bequeath  their  Siamese-Twins  brand  of  devotion,  and  they 
warn  Euphemia  to  look  out  for  one  mysterious  "Bob,"  Avho  may 
claim  too  much  of  Elizabeth's  attention. 

To  Blanton  Coxen,  Maurice  Tuttle  leaves  one-half  of  his  justly- 
celebrated  dignity,  hoping  that  next  term  Blanton,  in  his  role  of 
senior,  may  learn  how  to  behave  in  the  manner  proper  to  such  a 
worthy  person. 
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To  Helen  Newman  and  Helen  Belle  McLean,  Eva  Heiss  wills 
a  large  stock  of  comic  stories,  puns  and  jokes  she  has  never  told, 
with  the  hope  that  hereafter  the  ''Joke  Column"  of  the  CANNON 
will  be  more  cheerful  reading. 

Baker  Hindman  wills  all  his  experience  as  tennis-player  and 
all-round  athlete  to  John  Dougherty.  He  urges  John  to  get  out 
into  the  fresh  air  a  little  more,  and  try  a  little  out-door  exercise. 

Mildred  Gahr  bequeaths  her  army  shirt,  which  she  has  been 
wearing  most  patriotically  ever  since  war  was  declared  against 
Germany,  to  Jack  Kimick,  whose  pink  and  blue  sweater  may  wear 
out  some  day.     Mildred  believes  in  everybody's  doing  his  bit. 

Stanton  Phillips  the  Boy  Orator  of  Pogue's  Ocean  leaves  his 
Gift  of  Speech  to  Frances  Day.  Frances  has  talked  so  much  about 
Manual  that  she  has  used  up  all  her  old  material,  and  Stanton  is 
always  so  ready  to  bestow  his  oratory  on  anybody  who  will  listen. 

To  Bessie  Hartley,  Mary  Haymaker,  Thelma  Browning,  Ruth 
Pythian,  Elizabeth  Wheat  and  Catherine  Martin,  the  girls  of 
January,  'i8  will  all  unused  powder  ])uffs,  curling  irons,  chewing 
gum,  mirrors,  silk  handkerchiefs,  and  frat  pins,  as  they  pass  out 
into  a  stern  world  w^here  such  frivolities  are  no  longer  valued. 

To  the  steady  grinds  of  the  school,  and  to  the  most  solemn 
members  of  the  faculty,  Fred  Finehout  leaves  his  electrical  ap- 
paratus and  galvanic  batteries,  in  hopes  of  shocking  them  into 
some  semblance  of  gayety. 

To  those  two  quiet  little  Harriets  (De  Golyer  and  Sherwood) 
who  are  never  known  to  smile,  Ralph  Reedy  bequeathes  his  merry 
ha  ha.  He  says  he  got  this  merry  laugh  through  trying  to  collect 
money  from  the  members  of  the  January  class,  and  found  it  such 
a  joke  to  ask  any  of  them  for  their  dues  that  he  became  almost 
hysterical  with  merriment,  and  has  to  laugh  every  time  he  looks  at 
most  of  them. 

To  Wilma  Grieshaber,  Mary  Chambers  leaves  a  large  collec- 
tion of  Sunday-school  leaflets  and  tracts,  requesting  that  she  hang 
them  over  her  mirror  instead  of  the  dance-programs  now  occupying 
that  proud  position. 

To  all  succeeding  classes  of  Tech,  January  'i8  wills  the  fol- 
lowing : 

(i)  Its  good  will,  hoping  that  they  wdll  remember  the  class  as 
kindly  as  it  will  remember  them. 

(2)  The  services  of  Mr.  Mills  as  a  most  generous  sponsor. 
Mr.  Mills  w411  guarantee  free  passes  to  the  Office  at  any  hour  of  the 
day,  on  the  shortest  notice  possible,  also  absolute  quiet  during  roll- 
call,  which  is  conductive  to  a  life  of  silent  meditation  on  the  vanities 
of  the  world. 

(3)  Rector's  Drug  Store,  an  ideal  loafing  place  which  January 
'18  can  no  longer  use. 

(4)  The  dear  old  lunch-room,  wdth  its  pre-historic  sandwiches 
and  its  beanless  bean  soup. 

(5)  The  House,  a  unique  bit  of  architecture  with  its  cob- 
webby ceilings,  creaking  stairs  and  swaying  bannisters. 

(6)  The  Tower,  with  its  eccentric  clock  and  refrigerating  sys- 
tem used  in  locker  rooms. 
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(7)  The  beautiful  old  campus,  with  its  Barracks,  old  Powder 
Magazine,  its  splendid  shops,  its  Flanders  trenches  disguised  as  cin- 
der paths,  its  Lilac  Lane  with  overhanging  blossoms  which  nobody 
is  allowed  to  smell,  and  to  touch! — s'death  !  as  they  say  in  expres- 
sion class. 

(8)  All  the  fine  old  traditions  which  have  meant  so  much  to 
us,  even  when  we  didn't  realize  it.  All  the  stories  of  the  days  befo' 
the  Wah,  and  the  stirring  times  after  it,  which  have  left  an  atmos- 
phere around  Tech  that  no  other  school  can  hope  to  have. 

(9)  All  the  pleasant  memories,  of  the  fun  and  the  frolic,  the 
friendships  and  the  good  natured  struggles  we  have  experienced 
here  in  the  old  buildings  and  on  the  glorious  campus. — No,  we  take 
back  this  last  item.  Everything  else  the  other  classes  may  have, 
but  January  '18  will  keep  these  memories,  never  to  lose  them  while 
life  shall  last. 

In  testimony  of  these  bequests,  I  hereunto  set  my  hand  and 
seal.  . 

Philip  Brown. 
January,  1917. 

THE    WIND 

One  dreamy,  listless,  summer  day 
I  wandered  without  will. 
The  browning  meadows  silent  lay 
And  the  restless  leaves  were  still. 

>     .  Never  a  stir  of  brooks  that  sing 

Within  the  little  wood ; 
,  '  A  lazy  butterfly  on  wing 

Came  near  me  where  I  stood. 

He  floated  drowsily  aw^ay 
.    .  And  drifted  through  the  trees, 

'  Then  suddenly  as  if  in  play 

Up  crept  a  tiny  breeze. 

It  blew  so  cool  against  my  cheek 
So  kindly  through  my  hair, 

That  softly  it  seemed  to  speak        ;  r  .      .  ;   ;  .,    ;.  .-: 

To  wake  me,  roaming  there.  .'  r' >•  '.  ^  ., .    -  'V  !  ^ 

My  footsteps  quickened,  eagerly     >  ;;  • -'  ^  <"  '-'r'  r:'-' 
I  ran  long  the  way,  _'  ■    :-'  "•";:'-' 

I  wondered,  can  this  really  be        '  '      •  '•   -'•■•:'' 
The  self  same  lazy  day?  -     ■ 

Edith  G.  Jackson,  English  V. 


^  Cbitorial  ^ 
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THE  POWDER. 

Seniors,  you  are  all  magazines.  You  are  all  stored  with  powder. 
The  amount  of  harm  you  do  the  enemy  depends  on  the  amount  of 
powder  you  have  stored. 

And  now  you  are  keyed  up  ;  The  sights  are  set — you  are  ready 
to  explode.    The  magic  key  which  releases  you  is  graduation. 

No  doubt  you  have  planned  how  you  are  going  to  put  over 
something  big  when  the  time  comes.       It  is  here. 

Over  the  land  resounds  again  and  again  the  call  for  young  men, 
the  type  of  fearless,  wide-awake  man  or  woman  you  represent.  No 
longer  do  your  parents  sign  your  excuses.  Henceforth  you  stand 
alone — to  be  buffeted  by  the  good  and  evil  of  the  world.  Hard 
knocks  are  ahead ;  but  also  are  the  knocks  of  fortune,  of  true  life. 

We  should  thank  God  that  we  can  serve  under  his  banner  in 
such  a  crisis.  If  it  seems  our  duty  to  enlist — we  are  prepared.  If 
we  earnestly  feel  that  we  can  better  serve  by  taking  the  place  of  a 
man  who  has  gone — in  the  munition  plants,  on  the  farm — we  are 
prepared. 

Through  this  mist  of  bloodshed  and  hate  the  dawn  will  break 
and  it  shall  be  clear  and  fair.  No  reddish  tints  shall  accompany 
it,  foretelling  future  wars.  It  shall  be  clear.  And  then  think  how 
the  hearts  of  those  of  us  who  are  left  will  swell  with  pride.  How 
we  can  tell  in  after  years  of  the  way  we  Techites  stuck  by  the  guns. 
Not  one  was  a  slacker;  how,  on  the  firing  line  and  behind  it,  we 
kept  the  Old  Flag  flying.  With  such  an  outlook  it  is  good  to  be 
ahve.  It  is  with  a  more  serious  and  determined  heart  we  face  the 
dangers,  loaded  for  action. 
,.     This  is  our  message  to  you  January  'i8  Seniors. 


THERE  are,  in  our  great  "land  of  the  free,"  a  class  of  people 
who  seem  to  resent  every  law  that  binds  us  together  and  who 
do  everything  in  their  power  to  promote  turmoil  and  strife. 
The  strange  and  unbelievable  fact  is,  that  these  same  people  fled 
from  countries  in  which  they  figured  as  mere  puppets.  They  do 
not  need  or  deserve  freedom.  They  are  perpetual  fault-finders  and 
are  a  constant  menace  to  any  peace  loving  community.  Romanzoft', 
the  Russian,  was  one  of  this  class.  In  other  words  he  was  an  an- 
archist. 

Just  before  sunset  one  afternoon,  Ramanzoff  strolled  from  the 
basement  of  a  dilapidated  old  building  where  he  had  been  for  some 
time  in  earnest  conversation  with  several  men  of  dubious  character. 
Under  his  left  arm  he  carried,  with  extreme  care,  what  appeared  to 
be  merely  a  black  box, — but  in  its  unpretentious  interior  rested  the 
powder  to  wreck  the  Capitol  and,  eventually,  several  buildings  of  its 
type.  Ramanzoff  proceeded  carefully  shielding  his  burden  from 
passers-by  with  his  free  arm. 

His  shadowed  heart,  wherein  the  sunshine  never  penetrated 
was  jubilant.  Th  world  lay  at  his  feet,  and  what  a  world, — a  world 
of  wrecked  homes  and  restless,  discontented  people! 

A  little  park,  w4th  flower-bordered  walks,  blocked  the  progress 
of  the  conspirator.  When,  by  way  of  the  shortest  path,  he  reached 
the  opposite  side,  another  annoyance  presented  itself.  The  street 
was  blocked  by  a  military  procession.  Crowds  stood  on  every  cor- 
ner, cheering  wildly.  Ramanzoft"  pushed  his  way  to  the  front  and 
stood  watching  the  long  line  of  boys  marching  away  with  heads 
held  high  and  bodies  erect.  Above  their  heads  floated  the  red, 
white  and  blue  banner.  The  man's  eyes  traveled  to  the  great,  white 
Capitol  at  the  end  of  the  street  above  whose  dome  floated  another 
flag.  For  a  moment  the  Russian  allowed  his  sinister  gaze  to  rest 
on  the  flag  waving  so  proudly  in  the  breeze.  Then,  with  a  guilty 
shift  he  reviewed  the  company  of  men  marching  away  to  fight  for 
the  flag  that  protected  him  as  well  as  them.  A  vision  of  the  old 
country,  its  trials,  its  hardships  and  its  people  rose  before  his  inner 
vision.  He  saw  himself  a  refugee,  fleeing  to  the  States  for  freedom. 
Then  he  realized  what  he  really  was.  He  hated  himself  with  every 
fibre  of  his  being.  What  a  wreck  for  a  man  who  had  been  given  a 
chance.    What  a  total  wreck ! 

His  great  chest  rose  and  fell  with  the  power  of  his  emotions. 
With  a  sudden  wrench  his  mind  came  back  to  the  present,  he 
remembered  the  infernal  machine,  set  to  go  off  in  one  hour.  Over 
half  the  time  was  already  spent.  He  had  lost  the  desire  to  see  the 
beautiful  Capitol  in  ruins.  His  one  mission  was  to  rid  himself  of 
the  machine  at  once  and  to  deposit  it  where  the  least  harm  would 
result.  Clasping  the  box  tightly  in  both  arms  the  big  man  with  a 
hunted  look  rushed  madly  down  the  street  toward  the  river.  "Time ! 
Time  \"  his  whirling  brain  kept  beating.  He  stumbled  once,  twice 
—fell — but  was  up  again  and  on.  People  turned  in  amazement  to 
stare  after  the  man  who  ran  the  race  with  time.     With  a  whistlino; 
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gasp  of  relief  the  Russian  reached  the  river's  edge.  With  great  ef- 
fort he  flung  the  base  object  to  the  center  of  the  stream.  It  sank  at 
once,  but  suddenly  a  great  roar  broke  the  mometary  stillness.  The 
waters  lashed  the  shore  in  fury.  A  great  geyser  rose  in  mid-stream 
- — then  all  was  quiet. 

The  big  Russian,  from  a  safe  distance,  viewed  the  strange 
sight.  His  brain  reeled,  but  his  heart  w^as  filled  with  a  tumult  of  joy 
that  it  had  not  known  for  years.  The  Capitol  w^as  saved !  The  eyes 
of  the  man  roved  down  the  broad  street  to  be  sure.  Far  down  at 
the  other  termination  it  still  stood.  The  flag  was  oulined  against 
the  red  and  gold  of  the  sunset  sky.  With  a 
man  rose  and  placing  his  hand  to  his  forehead, 
time  the  American  flag,  his  flag. 

Ramona  Bertram,  English  ]n 
o-o-  o  ooo 

A  RAY  OF  THE  SETTING  SUN. 

The  sun  has  nearly  gone  from  sight, 

One  gilded  ray  still  lingers, 
And  lights  the  western  hills  of  blue. 

Whose  pines'  tall  purple  fingers 

Reach  up  their  slender  shafts  to  touch, 

The  garments  of  the  sky, 
To  trace  their  shadows  in  the  depths 

Of  clouds  that  hover  nieh. 


final  effort  the  new 
saluted,  for  the  first 


At  last  the  ray  of  red  and  gold 
Is  gone  from  out  my  sight, 
And  lets  the  shadows  merge  in  one, 
AMiich  forms  the  purple  night. 

Harold  Wadsworth.  Eneiish  V. 


<i>-<=>-00<2>-<3> 


THE  SNOW-FALL. 

All  day  it  snowed. 

At  last  twilight 
Crept  gently  down 

To  fields  so  white. 
And  hid  the  trees. 

The  shadowy  road, 
The  traveler  late. 

His  heavy  load. 
From  some  wee  home, 

A  warm  beam  shone, 
Across  the  snow, 

That  stretched  so  lone. 


the:  jrt3tKTtu  LUNCH  won  no  horseplay  allowe[7  now 


DACK   TO  WOi^K 


^^^ 


A  TECH  OI?PHAN 


POV/UZK  MAGAriNL 


SINGLE  fiLE,  nACCH! 


POI^T  AKf15l 


NO   NAME   NLEt7EP 


OLE?   GLOeV 
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Pototrer  Puffe 


Sid  Daily  was  heard  telling"  a  certain  popular  young  lady  that  he 
was  "coming  out"  next  Tuesday. 

One  discerning  girl,  describing  Oscar  Ries  to  a  friend,  "Oh, 
here  he  comes — the  one  wdth  the  mustache  and  the  vocabulary  !" 

Excessive  quiet  always  grates  on  the  nerves  of  Dorothy  Hood 
■ — so  when  the  Journalism  class  reached  the  ])in-dropping  stage  one 
day,  she  sought  to  relieve  the  tension  by  emitting  a  falsetto  squeal 
like  the  inquiring  "ee-e-ek?"  of  a  frightened  mouse. 

Speaking  of  Matinee  Idols— -we  hear  Eber  Grubb  was  Wash- 
burn Crosby  II  at  the  girls'  gym  party. 

Perhaps  it  was  "Poor  Butterfly,  'Neath  the  Blossoms  Waiting" 
■ — but  Minnie  Brown  thinks  the  radator  in  the  second-floor  hall  is 
just  as  good. 

Miss  Farman  :  Where  is  the  diaphram? 

Fred  Coverston  :  Just  north  of  the  lungs. 

We  suggest  that  Harold  Day  review  his  physics.  In  history 
he  started  to  pull  dow^n  a  roller-map.  When  the  spring  jumped  and 
the  map  shot  up  to  the  ceiling,  Harold  supposed  that  the  Law  of 
Gravity  demanded  that  he  go  with  it. 

Mr.  Cox  (in  Physiography)  :  What  does  "percolate"  mean? 

Wilhelmina  Moss  :  It's  a  thing  you  make  coft'ee  with. 

Unprotected  persons  are  warned  not  to  ask  Dot  Robertson  or 
Elizabeth  Wheat  about  the  craps-game  Mr.  Lancaster  interrupted 
in  the  hall. 

At  a  senior  play  rehearsal  "Jack"  was  giving  an  order  to  the 
butler.  Just  then  "Kitty"  walked  in,  and  "Jack"  w^as  so  excited  he 
shouted,  "Cigars,  bring  in  the  Brassett !" 

The  glass  case  with  which  Mr.  Lancaster  barricades  the  rental 
library  reminds  us  of  the  clearance  sale  counter  at  the  Five  and  Ten 
Cent  Store. 

We  always  thought  "Here  They  Come,  Those  Fighting  Sam- 
mies" was  rag-time  till  we  heard  Eva  Moldthan  play  it  in  Audi- 
torium. 

Miss  Abbett  (to  shivering  student  on  the  campus)  :  My  dear, 
your  hands  are  frozen — why  don't  you  put  on  your  hat? 

Lois  Hanks  wishes  she  could  apply  camouflage  and  turn  into  a 
blackboard  during  Physiography — she  seems  to  be  the  most  con- 
spicuous object  in  the  class. 

Lola  Miller  says  she  is  not  a  blonde.  W'ell,  anyway,  she's 
light-headed. 
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Sid  Daily  makes  a  hundred-yard  dash  from  the  Arsenal  to  the 
'lunch  room,  whistling-  "Over  There"  on  the  way.  Quite  appropri- 
ate. 

Oscar  Ries  finds  that  by  wearing  one's  cap  backwards,  with  a 
"tam"  effect,  draping  a  red  bandanna  about  one's  neck  and  assum- 
ing an  indolent  but  graceful  pose,  one  may  look  strikingly 
."Spanish." 

<=>  o  o  o  o  o 


l|er  O^ne  Hobe 


BEFORE  the  war  I  was  attending  C —  University  in  America. 
I    wished    to    enter    the    priesthood    of    the    French     Catholic 
Church — for  I  am  a  Frenchman.     Sut  now,  I  am  not  a  priest. 
I  am  a  lieutenant  in  the  army  of  France,  having  gone  into  the  war 
'three  years  ago,  a  private  in  the  ranks. 

AA^hen  I  left  the  University,  my  English  instructor  gave  me  a 
small  American  flag.  Fie  said :  "We  will  be  over  there,  probably 
not  soon,  but  sometime.  Wait  patiently.  We  will  come."  Through 
the  Marne,  Verdun,  and  other  struggles  I  have  carried  and  treasured 
that  little  American  flag.  Sometimes  my  "comrades"  laughed  and 
said  :  "Oh,  your  Americans  will  not  come.  See  how  long  they  have 
delayed."  I  did  not  doubt  the  Americans,  but  waited  patiently, 
knowing  that  you  would  come,  and  you  have. 

My  best  chum  was  Gaspard  Richemont,  one  of  four  brothers 
'who  were  in  the  trenches.  His  father  too,  had  enlisted  in  the 
second  year  of  the  war.  Gaspard  showed  me  a  picture  of  his  mother 
and  told  me  how  proud  she  had  been  to  give  her  sons  and  husband 
to  her  country.  She  did  give  them,  for  they  were  all  killed  at  the 
front. 

I  was  permitted  to  be  with  Gaspard  at  the  last,  for  I  had  been 
wounded,  and  was  confined  in  the  same  base  hospital.  He  gave  me 
'a  message  of  comfort  for  his  mother.     I  have  delivered  it. 

Months  passed  after  Gaspard's  death  and  I  despaired  of  ever 
being  able  to  place  his  letter  in  his  mother's  hands.  However,  by 
chance  we  were  billeted  in  C—  ni  the  Province  of  L— .  This  Vil- 
lage had  been  Gaspard's  home. 

At  the  request  of  "le  maire,"  we  went  on  parade  and  drilled  in 
the  square  of  the  town.  On  that  occasion,  I  had  the  honor  of  carry- 
ing the  flag — the  tri-color  of  France. 

As  we  passed  in  review,  an  old  woman,  with  an  expression  of 
love  and  reverence  on  her  face,  knelt  before  the  flag  and  clasping 
Its  folds  in  her  hands  buried  her  face  in  the  fringe.  One  of  the 
officers  walked  over  to  her  and  assisted  her  to  her  feet.  "What  is 
it,  Madame?"  he  asked. 

"Monsieur,"  he  said,  "I  have  just  received  word  of  the  death  of 
my  fourth  and  last  son.  My  husband  too,  is  dead.  Five  of  my  loves 
are  gone,  but  I  still  have  one  remaining— my  flag."  Her  voice 
thrilled  with  pride  and  loyalty  as  she  cried.  "And  oh  !  How  proud  I 
'am  of  my  one  love  !" 

I  learned  later  that  she  was  Madame  Richemont,  mother  of 
^^^V^rd.  Helen  Stout,  English  VL 
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©arieb  l^umor 

Bob  Mannficld  :  Did  you  know  there  was  a  white  pig  in  Irving- 
ton  named  "Ink?" 

Gasping  Listener:  N-O — why? 
Bob  :  Because  it  runs  from  the  pen. 

In  Physics:  "Say  Fred,  what's  that  the  dew?" 

Fred  Braden  :  "No — that's  the  mist  that  missed  the  cup. 

Mr.  Ackley  in  Physics   (standing  by  a  scale)  :   I'll  take  your 
block  off. 

Senior:  What's  an  ulster? 

Lyle  Hiatt :  I  think  it's  a  kind  of  foot-stool. 

Miss  Harter :  Lucille,  you  may  sit  in  that  vacant  seat. 
Lucille  Atkinson :  But  I  don't  know^  whether  there  is  anyone 
sitting  in  it  or  not. 

Naomia  Helmic  in  bookkeeping:   Let's  see,  $5.00  worth  of  2 
cent  stamps  would  cost  $10.00. 

Mr.  Ackley:  Lay  your  blocks  on  the  table. 

Freshie :  I  can't  find  Airplane  in  the  dictionary. 
Dave  Jordon :  Look  on  the  fly-leaf. 

Miss  Shover :  What  author  do  we  go  to,  to  find  faith  and  sol- 
ace. 

George  Seidensticker :  Go  to  Dickens. 

Miss  Mattern,  in  Lit.  YIII :  W^hat  is  conscience — that  which 
tells  us  when  we  do  wrong? 

Oris  Cunningham  :  Mr.  Stuart. 

Heard  in  Virgil :  The  mob  stood  with  ears  erect. 

POPULAR  ADS. 

The  Little  Theater  With  the  Big  Ad Paul  Moftet 

Chases  Dirt Tish,  Thomas  and  Co. 

Hasn't  Scratched  Yet , Leo  W^ebster 

Wear  Ever Earl   Wagner 

The  Clothes  Make  the  Man Don  Heaton 

Eventually,  Why  Not  Now Al  Ervin 

The  Home  of  the  Chic  Hat Wilhelmina  Maas 

Obey  That  Impulse Betty  Burgess 

He  Knows  His  Master's  Voice .Ed  Hauser 

It  Floats Irene  Rotrofi' 

There's  a  Reason Harold  Day  and  Dot  Robertson 

The  Varnish  That  Won't  Turn  White Katherine  Larkin 

Not  Quantity  But  Quality lohn   Goedel 

When  It  Rains,  It  Pours.'. '.  .  .  .At  Tech 
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Monday,  Sept.  10.— Enlistment,  2000  regulars  ;  32  new  officers  ; 
short  periods. 

Tuesday,  Sept.  11.— On  duty.  Still  enlisting. 

Wednesday,  Sept.  12 — Three  soldiers  in  the  guard  house. 

Thursday,  Sept.  13. — Studies  began  in  real  earnest — for  some 
students. 

Friday,  Sept.  14. — In  one  of  Mr.  Stoneburner's  classes,  some- 
one said  a  certain  triangle  should  be  called  H-E-L. 

Monday,  Sept.  17. — Nobody  had  lessons. 

Tuesday,  Sept.  18.— Election  of  CANNON  agents.  Why  did 
everyone  laugh  when  Miss  Harter  announced  Bob  Stevnson's  and 
Bessie  Hartley's  names  as  representatives  for  Room  20? 

Wednesday,  Sept.  19. — Lunch  room  opened.  Some  Freshies 
tried  to  pose  as  teachers. 

Thursday,  Sept.  20. — Russell  Kirshman  discovered  that  he  isn't 
the  only  member  of  the  January  class. 

Friday,  Sept.  21.- — A  few  of  the  boys  made  the  school  un- 
usually lovely.  (???) 

Monday,  Sept.  24. — George  and  Thelma  began  their  daily 
strolls  between  the  Barracks  and  the  Arsenal  after  the  7th  period. 

Tuesday,  Spt.  25 — Some  freshmen  found  that  Miss  Mattern 
has  a  heart  as  large  as  she  herself  is. 

Wednesday,  Sept.  26 — Harold  Walters  was  discovered  by  Miss 
Shover's  English  VI  class,  to  be  a  distinguished  orator. 

Thursday,  Sept.  2y. — Pleas  were  made  for  the  contents  of  com- 
fort bags. 

Friday,  Sept.  28. — The  first  CANNON  came  out.  It  received 
much  criticism  and  praise. 

Monday,  Oct.  i. — A  new  play  was  staged  for  the  benefit  of  the 
Freshmen.     It  w^as  named  "Rain  at  Tech." 

Tuesday,  Oct.  2. — Eddie  McClure  resigned  from  his  Math 
class. 

Wednesday,  Oct.  3.— We  heard  rumors  of  basketball. 

Thursday,  Oct.  4. — A  game  of  craps  was  staged  in  Room  20. 
Nobody  told  teacher. 

Friday,  Oct.  5. — Some  of  the  girls  who  use  face  polish  got  in  a 
sad  fix  at  the  drinking  fountain  on  the  second  floor. 

Monday,  Oct.  8. — Bessie  Hartley  and  Al  McEllvain  were  dis- 
covered talking  together  in  the  hall  three  times  on  this  day.  Scan- 
dalous ! 

Tuesday,  Oct.  9. — Charles  Smith  decided  to  take  a  short  vaca- 
tion. 

Wednesday,  Oct.  10. — Katherine  Boggs  looks  forlorn. 

Thursday,  Oct.  11. — We  wonder  if  Tommy  Atkison  will  ever 
learn  to  stay  out  of  scrapes  ! 

Friday,  Oct.  12.- — Nothing  unusual  happened.  Oh,  yes — Caps 
Porter  had  his  English. 

Monday,  Oct.  15. — Persons  wishing  to  find  Harold  Day  just 
listened  for  Dot  Robertson's  middy. 
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Tuesday,  Oct.  i6. — Our  boys  practice  basketball  diligently. 

Wednesday,  Oct.  17. — Some  optimist  found  a  bean  in  the  bean 
soup  !  •  • 

Thursday,  Oct.  18.— Quiet. 

Friday,  Oct.  19. — Hurrah  for  Tech  !  We're  to  have  basketball 
g-ames  with  outside  schools. 

Monday,  Oct.  22. — Oh  girls,   Frank  Cox  has  a  delightful  new 
tie! 

Tuesday,  Oct.  2^. — Study  hall  opened  in  the  cellar  (Room  i). 

Wednesday,  Oct.  24. — Chile  for  lunch.  Good,  too ! 

Thursday,  Oct.  25. — Some  prospect  for  a  state  team. 

Friday,    Oct.    26.— Auditorium    exercises.      Honest,    this    is    no 
joke! 

Monday,  Oct.  29. — Harold   Barton  discovers  a  splinter  in  the 
gym  lioor. 

Wednesday,  Oct.  31. — Rumors  of  a  senior  play. 

Thursday,  Nov.   i. — Our  obliging  faculty  cut  school  to  attend 
teachers  convention.     Consequently  no  school  till, 

Monday,  Nov.  5.^ — And  so  began  the  first  day  of  the  week. 

Tuesday,  Nov.  6. — And  the  next  day  followed. 

Wednesday,  Nov.  7. — Helen  Belle     McLean     conserves     shoe 
leather  by  sliding  down  the  bannister. 

Thursday,  Nov.  8. — Basktball  teams  at  work. 
Friday,  Nov.  9. — Little  phrase  heard  in  halls,  "Go  on  to  class. 
Don't  loiter  in  the  halls." 

Monday,  Nov.  12. — Everybody  is  happy.  Basketball  game  com- 
ing on  Friday. 

Tuesday,  Nov.  13. — Tiny  John  Godell  is  first  discovered  as  one 
of  our  large  number. 

Wednesday,  Nov.  14. — Tests  begin  ! 

Thursday,  Nov.   15. — Everybody  excited.  The  great  game  to- 
morrow.    Hooray  ! 

Friday,  Nov.  16. — Lizton,  13;  Tech,  10.  Nuff  sed  ! 

Monday,  Nov.  19. — The  staff  begins  to  w^ear  out.     The  S.  O.  S. 
call  to  the  English  classes. 

Tuesday,  Nov.  20. — Dreams  of  turkey  and  pumpkin  pie. 

Wednesday,  Nov.  21. — Isn't  this  thing  "dry?"! 

Thursday,  No\^  22. — Still  dreaming! 

Friday,  Nov.  23. — We  plaA^ed  Castleton.     Another  game  lost. 
Plenty  of  yelling  and  music,  but — 

Monday,   Nov.   26. — Only   another   month   till   vacation.   Cheer 
up,  ye  braves  ! 

Tuesday,  Nov.  27. — English  classes  find  that  it's  no  fun  to  get 
out  a  CANNON. 

Wednesda}^  Nov.  28. — Visions  of  turkey. 

Monday,  Dec.  3. — Everyone  ready  for  business. 

Tuesday,  Dec.  4. — Senior  play  announced.  It  will  be  "Charley's 
Aunt." 

WTnlnesday,    Dec.    5. — Wanted :    Something   to    say- — as    abso- 
lutely nothing  happened  here  today. 

Thursday,  Dec.  6. — Roy  Mannfeld  becomes  Tech's  jester. 

Friday,  Dec.  7. — We  fought  Southport — but  it  was  all  in  vain. 
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Monday,  Dec.  10. — Blue  Alonday  and  no  lessons. 

Tuesday,  Dec.  11. — Home  Economics  Club  organized  for  sew- 
ing and  cooking  girls. 

Wednesday,  Dec.  12. — Christmas  is  coming.  We  make  a  final 
sprint  like  a  race  horse  making  the  last  lap  at  a  country  fair.  Tests 
start. 

Thursday,  Dec.  13. — More  tests! 

Friday,  Dec.  14. — The  last  tests.  Tech  plans  for  the  Saturday 
game.     Everyone  going? 

Monday,  Dec.  17. — Senior  meeting  !  Buzz  ! ! ! 

Tuesday,  Dec.  18. — Temperature  o.  With  the  thermometer 
registering  o,  and  the  shivers  from  the  tests  we  almost  froze  to 
death. 

Wednesday,  Dec.  19. — Girls'  gym  party. 

Thursday,  Dec.  20. — Senior  party.  Blackberry  cordial,  striped 
stick  candy  and  dancing! 

Eriday,  Dec.  21. — Basketball.  Tech  vs.  Carmel.  Too  bad. 
Well,  anyway — we're  good  losers ! 


^^pi^^^^iipWilifillllP 


TECH  NICKLE  SEZ  :— 

Ye  seniors,  gathering  as  one  tonight. 

Preparatory  to  depart  from  here. 

And  like  nestlings  take  your  falt'ring  flight. 

But  not  as  they  o'ercome  with  nameless  fear, 

'Tis  my  desire  to  impart  to  you 

How  your  departure  is  beheld  by  us 

Who  still  must  flit  from  room  to  room  and  do 

That  which  to  you  is  now  become  old  stuff. 

We  wish  you  luck  in  your  attempt,  although 

We  do  regret  that  you  must  leave  the  nest 

So  take  ye  heed  unto  thse  words — 

Beware  the  cat  that  seeks  unwary  birds. 


32  THE  ARSENAL  CANNON 

CLASSIFIED  ADS. 

WANTED  :  A  job  as  editor  of  a  Socialist  paper  of  Wilhelm  county. 
Guaranteed  to  make  the  paper  so  full  of  ''pep"  that  it  will  be  too 
''hot"  for  the  readers.     Address  Editor,  ''Arsenal  Musket." 

WANTED:  To  get  mv  name  in  the  "Arsenal  Cannon."  (Miss) 
HARRIET  M.  KAHLER  (Asst.  Librarian  A.  T.  S.) 

WANTED  :  A  job  by  a  good  guy.  Address  M.  Spry.  "Bookseller 
A.  T.  S."  '  .       , 

FOR  SALE  :  A  book  of  suggestions  on  the  art  of  arguing.  Stanton 
Phillips. 

WANTED  :  Gas  masks  for  the  friends  of  Howard  Bates. 

FOUND:  A  serious  look  on  Ted  McCord's  face.  Oh  horrors! 

LOST:  Jan.  1918,  president's  gavel.  Finder  please  return  to  Russ 
Kirshman. 

WANTED  :  A  letter  file  for  Midge  Gahr.  Her  "Sammie"  corres- 
pondence is  getting  quite  extensive. 

FOR  SALE  :  Smiles.    2  bunches  for  a  nickle,  Anne  Young. 

FOUND:  A  kindergarten  pupil  on  Tech's  campus. 

LOST,  STRAYED  OR  STOLEN:  Leanord  Webster's  green  skirt. 

WANTED  :  A  powder  pull  and  a  box  of  powder  for  Marie  Thale. 

FOUND  :  A  penny  in  the  French  orphan  box  in  room  76.  Mar- 
velous. 

LOST  OR  STOLEN:  Two  D's  from  Helen  Belle  McLean's  report 
card.  Lost  sometime  between  the  last  two  marks.  Finder  is  re- 
ques.ted  not  to  return  same. 

FOR  SALE  :  Old  maid  curls  and  black  bonnet  to  match — "Babs." 

FOUND :  A  pair  of  overshoes  to  fit  Eber  Grubb.  Wonderful ! 

LOST:  A  pencil.  Gerald  McChane.    It  must  be  "led  home." 

FOR  SALE:  Candy  bought  last  November.  Dorothy  Hood  has 
sworn  off. 

FOUND  :  A  pair  of  knitting  needles  in  Harold  Hollister's  locker. 

WANTED  :  A  Charlie  Chaplin  cane  for  Mr.  Lancaster,  second  best 
to  the  original  Charlie. 

FOR  SALE  :  Information  given  free  of  charge,  on  how  to  grow  a 
mustache  over  the  week-end. Oscar  Ries. 

WANTED:  A  copy  of  Laugh  and  Live. — Helen  Meunier. 


